IN THE DARK BACKWARD,

SCENE    I

"TROY WAS"

How, being at Helles in the Dardanelles, I saw from

the S.S." Riser Clyde" the fall of Troy and the fate

of the captives

ONE summer evening in 1915 I was staying on
the River Clyde, which still lay aground off
V Beach, with Cape Helles on one side and
the old Turkish castle of Seddel Bahr on the other.
Between them stretched a low and curving cliff,
terraced like the seats of a theatre, which had been
the scene of slaughter and incredible courage on the
previous April 25th. The battered ship was now in
command of my friend Lieutenant Gather, R.N., a
man of chivalrous self-forgetfulness, as shown when,
after his ship sank, he handed his life-belt to a drown-
ing sailor. To me the River Clyde was often a haven
of rest, as being one of the safest spots on the Gallipoli
Peninsula. For the Turks had'no desire to destroy
the ship since her funnel was useful for sighting their
four big guns camouflaged on the Asiatic side across
the Hellespont, when they wished to throw shells over
Cape Helles to burst upon W Beach, where most of
the ammunition and supplies were landed.
So there I once was at sunset, looking forward to a
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